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"I know e cry thing now abo.i'. and goodness tJi? IvV ' .',; Vif'
the other woman. It a cruel and
cowardly not to tell me and to have
let inc" (but the lat the words
were crossed out). "Please never
speak to me again or try to com-
municate with me. I never want
to see you or har from you again.
I have hail my lesson. A. (1."

A sudden crushing sense like a
blow on the chest eemcd to strike
all his body at once. A struggling,
rusbln? sensation of numbness rose
from hb heart t. his brain.

"AH over!'1 he murmured to him-
self as with leaden feet he climbed
the stairs.

"She has found out abont Vilma.
That's the end. Lord. Lord why
didn't I tell her tlrfl" But how
couid I tell how could I? Wonder
how she found out?"

The thought of Grace Thomas, of
his meeting with her In the park
that day by her own request. In-

stead of at her Hat. ln order to de-

liver to her Joe Shelburn s quar-
terly remittance, did not even for
one In taut enter hi head It had
happened too often. It vas a mat-
ter of routine. She had foolishly
kissed hlin in gratitude. But even
that he had forgotten.

Crushed and broken he sat ln his
chair for ho knew not how long,
hreathlng henvlly, his head sunk on
his chest, a blackness as of night
enveloping him. No more exquisite
suffering could have been dorleed
by any one deslrlne; to punish him
for a whole life of past misdeeds.
The droning hum of the city was
like the sound of many waters clo.--ln- c

over his head
"Finished done finished" he

repeated over and over ln a wtupor
of dull pain.

"Thnnk God there"? the war." ho
added without voice In his word,
only his lips movlnp. "Flntahod."
He threw himself on his couch nnd
lay still.

Some hours later he neverthe-
less collected himself and wrote the
following ords to Adela:
"I 'ear Adela:

'I only want to say this: Your
note has about finished me. I al-

ways meant to tell you overythlnn.
hut how could I? I had an Instinc-
tive knowledge you would fool that

..re ' !ftro '
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.if, Sr
all I he same. rM

not H
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can only repeat what 1 Va
have so often told you.
I have never loved and

1 never can lovo anybody as 1

hate loved you. Men grow and
ha I have change,! a good

il".i! inco you have been here but
that won't interest ou now. I

would rather die than hurt you
but give me another chance if you
poaalhly can that Is all 1 ask "

He hesitated for some time be
foro despatching that note by me6-sence- r

The felicity he had been
seeking was not for him. His des-
tiny was not happiness

"She'll never answer It." he told
himself, "she'll never even look at
it." He was both ripht and wrong.
She did look at It, hut she did not
answer.

She merely tore the paper Into a
hundred infinitesimal fragments.

CHAPTER XIX.
Pride and Love.

TX spite of the lists of the Seven
1 Deadly Sins, notwithstanding

Dante's description of the Flrtt
Circle of Purgatory, pride Is still

by many of us as a virtue.
If virtue It be, however, it is more
costly than many a lusty sin.

The ponjWi who revel in II. pay
for It dearly as Adla paid that
Summer In cruel and exquisite
torture.

A thousand times she aked her-
self: Perhaps perhaps there Is an
explanation? And a thousand time
the scene In the park flamed be-
fore her with lurid fire and scorched
her soul and mortlfled her flesh in
a way that only Dante could haye
described. "If only he had ex-
plained it!" Her brain kept pound-
ing on that single thought. "If
only be had how could be!"
And the willed her nerves to sus- -

(O Fi

large-eye- d and pale. I '.aimed.
But Adela's mlon I any fur
ther discussion of ti e ...rtliug re-
quest.

"A lovers' quarrel," Clarice phllo
sophically told herself But thH
was a case where that sage yonng
woman's philosophy went awiy. Ah
the days went on, lengthening ipto
weeks, her heart was more and
more moved to compassion for the
suffering that Adela labored so
steadfastly to conceal. And though
she kept her own counsel, as well
as Adela's. she finally determined to
see Anthony without Adela's knowl-
edge, and talk to that young man
as in her opinion he deserved to be
talked to. She had written him
note, which was still ln hor hand-
bag unposted, when she met Doug-
las Nash by appointment at Henri's,
ln Forty-fourt- street, for luncheon.

"Well, old Anthony has done it
hasn't he?" were the first words of
Douglas. "And gosh, how I envy
him! You choose the eats, Clarice

you know moro about it than I

do."
"What has be been doing now'"

cnhnlv Interposed Clarice.
"Didn't you know don't mean

you and Adela don't know'" Douc-la- s

gobbled his words in
"Got a commission, of course
Mluter Lieutenant Weal He's off
Lord!" ho suddenly paused. "He

atur SerTlc. Inc. Orrai l$r.

told me to keep It to myself. But
It never entered my head that you
and Adela didn't know. thought,
of coiiroe-Ah- . pshaw! what's tho
trouble?"

the expressive features of
Clarke were suddenly swept by a
wnve of tragic concern. For the
first time he saw tear3 glistening
in those normally calm eyes.

"My God sister!" he murmured.
"I hope well you'ro not In love
with him. are you?"

"Oh, stupid men!" gaspd Clarice,
as It were an invocation,
ignoring tho younj; man's question.
"It will break her heart!"

"No!" Douglas exclaimed with
Incredulity. "What a maaal When
did all come on? Tell me whit's
been and gnn ami happened!"

"Oh. it's terrible. Douglas They've
had a quarrel. thought it was
nothing at fir. t but now oh. what
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Could It have been?"
"Bad as that," ho

murmured solicitously,
"and you don't know,
either? Phew!" and ho
took a copious draught
from his glass of Ice
water.

"Something dread-
ful!" Clarice said half to herself.
"I've just written him where has
he gone to, do you know?"

"No," was the answer. "Nobody
knows nobody supposed to know
these things where did you writ
to?"

"I haven't sent it yet don't you
see?" she was irritated at her own
negligence in not having communi-
cated with Anthony sooner. "Where
do officers go when they first en-
list?"

"I wish I know, Clarice. Where
do they go? Some camp, I suppose

or Washington or somewlrere."
"How definite of you!" ruefully

laughed Clarice, and for a few mo-
ments she forgot Pouijlas and the
menu card and her surroundings.
She was lost in a deep study. But
she failed to evolve any practical
plan of helping her friend in her
misery.

"Think. Douglas!" she broke out
suddenly with a despairing smile,
"What cau vvc do for those two
isn't there something we can do to
straighten things out between
them?"

"I I think!" stammered Doug-
las aken aback. "What could I

think of that you, with your brain,
couldn't think circles around?"
Clarice threw him an affectionate
look and made a little grimace at
him.

LitO DJfbU IUrSTved.

"He Is a dear boy," she reflected.
"Those two young dynamos."

Douglas went on. "it ln't easy to
j ut an oar into tholr affairs."

It was profoundly true, thought
Clarice. What could one do? And
she. who ordinarily had felt a kind
of brisk superiority to this boy,
three years younger than her'cif,
now expressed a melancholy pleas-
ure ln hating him thero to talk to.
to lean upon a warm, substantial
reality In the midst of a world of
shadows and pain. Supposing he.
too. should go aWay, Into the Rlcan-- t

Is maelstrom that was beginning
to suck in the young manhood of
the country? The world suddenly
- 'ii' .1 . i i. crumbling into the
gray and minister chaos that la for-
ever lurking round about the fragile
ecurlty of llfw. A fnlnt Hush

mounted to the chrok of Clarice.
For It was at that hour that she
made a curlou, incredible, delicious
discovery that sot her heart beat-lo-

faster.
"1 think I'll have chicken a la

l ing," she said to the approaching
aralter. "No," she changed her
mind suddenly "Not chicken a la
king Just a plain omelette ome--

tta aux fines herbes."
"That goes for me, too." ap-- I

pended Douglas, and he thought
bow handsome Clarice wus
looking

"Tell nif what we can do,"
Douglas added when the waiter
had departed. "We can try to

i give Adela a good time take
her out of herself you and I

together."
"That Is a very sweet

thought," murmured Clarice.
To help Adela. howevor, was

no easy matter, as those two dis-

covered. For once, that she
would accompany thetn to the
theatre or to Pagllerl's base-
ment restaurant in search of
spaghetti and milk fed chicken
at Boventy-flv- e cents tho dinner
(you couldn't duplicate it at Del- -

monlco's for four dollars; Doug-
las assured her), she would de-

cline five times with one excuse
or another.

There was a hectic, feverish
P brilliance In Adela's eyes when

she was with them, aud a forced
cheerfulne.-- s that made their
hearts ache. Her mettle and

high-spirite- demeanor appealed
to them as something
exceedingly fine and
admirable Ordinarily
It is only older people
who genuinely admire
moral courage, for they

, know best Its cost in
time of disaster. But

mb the sympathetic hearts
of even this young pair
were touched by Adela's
bearing.

"She's an ace." mur-
mured Douglas to

Clarice again
und again inft a d m ration.

A "She Is cor--

, ' t a 1 n 1 y a n
4., ace."
ii.,' A bout a

p , month after
her rupture

HHgy.. with Anthony
Adela tonk tn

''j? a b s e n 1 ng
2 herself from

W&k L the studiof i - the entire af--
'j ternoon on

' - every flnofC f i dav, so that
) Clarice hard- -

yJ - all. She was
always going
sketching

somewhere and gently declined
Clarice's offers to accompany her.

"1 want to try out Mr Oliver's
theory," she declared, "of Intensity
of vision in getting the life of a
landscape. And I couldn't bo in-
tense, dear," she smiled, "if you
were with me. I should want to be
Intensely listening and talking in-

stead of seeing."
Douglas Nah was not slow to

discover these absences of Adela's,
and every moment of leisure that
he could steal from his work on the
paper found him at the "Rubens"
In the pleasurable company of
Clarke that filled him with well-bein-

His heart, that his clover,
worldly little mother had so long
endeavored to train toward artificial
happiness, had found its fulfillment
and resting place In a wholly dif-
ferent environment.

"Do you know, Clarice," he said
to her one brilliant June afternoon,
when they were sitting together in
the studio, "I am going to marry
you."

"What makes you think so, Doug-sle?- "

lightly answered Clarice, ris-
ing and moving about tho room as
though he had announced that it
would rain by nightfall. But her
hands, as she moved a flower vase
on tho piano, were tremulous.

"I don't think at all." persisted
Douglas, also rising. "I know it as
well as I know my name."

"Du tell," said Clarke, mimick-
ing a New England twang and fac-
ing him with a smllo. "I want to
know."

"Yes. Clarice." maintained Doug-
las, taking hold of both her anna.
"You'll think me a fool or a liar if
I tell you I've never loved a girl
but you. But it's tho truth." And
in his eyes Clarke saw that it was
the truth.

"I have met dozens of 'em." went
on Douglns. gathering warmth, "and
I've flirted with some."

"Naughty Douglas," parentheti-
cally put ln Clarice. But Douslas
ignored her.

"But from the minute I saw you.
darling, and your eyes aud your

smllo and your heart. I knew that
my search was over. You're meant
for me. You'ro a new world and
all the world for me all tho world
I want. Say that you can like me
B little. Clarke do you think you
could?. Oh. God. I wish you could!"
And ho gripped her arms more

Her b(art was full of tumult and
her eyes wero brimming, but still
she smiled.

"Couldn't you possibly, Clarice?"
he demanded piteouftly

Slowly Clarke shook her head
from left to right, then, after a
pause, emphatically up and down.

Th strong young arms of Dong-la- s

closed about her ln a bear's hug
and ho covered her face, her eyes,
her hair with kisses.

"Aren't you going to say some-thing?- "

he finally blurted out.
"Not if you hold mo like this."

she gasped out. "I can't breathe."
"Better learn, darling," muttered

Douglas with his Hps to hers. "1
mean to hold you like this most of
the time."

A peal of laughter rewarded him
and the tears ran down her cheeks.

"Where on earth. Douglns." she
cried in her happiness, "did you
learn to say exactly the right thing

for a boy who's never loved?"
"I never learned." chuckled Doug-las- .

"It's all ln there." he thumped
his chest. "Do you know, dear," ha
said with the air of a great r,

"I don't think a fellow has
to learn when tho right girl oomei
along. That's tho beauty of ft. It's
all ready In there when s'.io
prosses tho spring."

His simplicity touched her like
tho confidence of a child S'i- - iranttoward him and brushed hi, Iks
with her own. Then she flew away
from him. wiping her tear. Shi. M
WB8 supremely happy and she ul
dOnly felt a poignant aching for tho mWmisery of her friend. Addla,

"Poor Adela!" she said, turning
to Douglas. "We shan't be able to
tell even her she's so wretchedly
unhappy."

"Tough luck," murmured Douglaa
sadly, "darn tough luck." Then his M
face brightened. "But you are
happy, dear?"

"Am I happy? You boy! look at

"Look nt you! I can't look at
anything else." responded Douglas.
"Dear! I hope l m worth It." Clarke
endeavored to prove to him that ho
was, and their discussion became
personal again.

The burning pain In Adela's heart
that at Oral had benumbed all her
faculties finally gave way to a
mental restlessness, a darting
hither and thither to wild fain
and Ideas, like a thing with Injured
wings and a mad, instinctive pas-sio- n

for life.
Who ami what was thin other

woman? Precisely whut had hap-pene- d

what had Anthony done?
How had he come to grief? In her
mind Anthony was at onco the male
monster who had wickedly Injured
her aud hlmce!f. nnd yet under tho
maternal aspect of eternity WhlcU
is every good woman's portion, he
was still in a measure her boy. a

her little boy, who had fared
forth alone Into a world full of
chicane and dangers and lurking
temptations. She felt years older
and wiser than he. and with anguish
she was obliged to admit to herself
that he did love her that no on
could simulate love to that extent
Even ln the bitterness of her heart
she could not pretend otherwise.

One day a clear, deliberate, lumir
ous Idea fell athwart her brain llki
a bonin of light across a shaded
room.

Why could she not find ami
tbls woman if only at a distance?

Better still could she not tlnd
her and talk to her?

Need that woman know who she,
Adela, was?

It would be a torture but, oh, It
would be worth doing! Her mind
needed to dwell on this but for
very little to make it the only thing
worth doing iu an arid desert of
parched emptiness.

Armed with her sketchbook Adela
again nnd again sought the park.

A fierce, hot eagerness burned ln
her eyes and in her heart. She
searched the park; she scanned
every woman with a baby and a
perambulator; but chiefly she
ranged to and fro In the region of
tho pathway where she had seen
Anthony on that fateful day. That
had become her ldeo fixe her ono
and overwhelming object to find
that woman The desultory skctchos
she sometimes began, to cover her
peregrinations, wero not matter-piece- s

of art or draughtsmanship.
Ono afternoon her efforts wore

crowned with success. To the very
bench near which she had seen
Anthony standing came a young
woman, without any perambulator,
however, leading a slowly navigat
Ing baby by the hand. Her hat
her face yes, it was tho same
young woman.

She was quite pretty that was
the first reflection that stabbed
Adela's heart.

They wore facing each other,
Adela and Grace Thomas, with the
grave half smile that strange
women look at oae another when
there's a baby between them. The
rearing of a child, happily,

a enter-pris- e

in the eyes of women.
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